The Dust-Storm
savage appears to fall in love at first sight. The Desert
Chief no sooner sees them than he wishes to carry them off.
As for me, being small and plain and quite insignificant,
such dangers do not trouble me: unflattering as it may be,
I wander about the East without being incommoded at all.
I thought, however, that this particular Arab might want
my handbag on so very dark a night.
His object, as it happened, was merely to save my life;
I was stepping over the edge into the river.
There is usually a lantern at this corner, but it had been
blown in by the storm. The Tigris, empty of boats, was
flowing in solitude and darkness below, not in the least
like one of the Rivers of Eden. My rescuer held me by
the arm and led me along what there was of a path, explain-
ing its pitfalls in shouts between the gusts of wind. He was
a railway employee, he said, and spent his nights patrolling
this neighbourhood where there are depots: he was resting
in the shelter of our gate when I stepped out to apparent
suicide. Where was I going?
" Trying to go to dinner," I said. " And I must find
out the time."
We had now left the region of utter darkness and turned
inland, and he stopped under a lamp-post. He was a
nice-looking man with black eyes and moustache under
a flowing white kaffiyah. He drew aside his brown abba,
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